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from my publisher.  Here, at least, I held myself safe, and
I was in good hope that I might scrape through.   The
examiner was good-natured in his manner.   A reviewer
who had been listening for my condemnation was begin-
ning to look disgusted, when suddenly one of the walls of
the court became transparent, and there appeared an inter-
minable vista of creatures—creatures of all kinds from land
and water, reaching away into the extreme distance. They
were those which in the course of my life I had devoured,
either in part or whole, to sustain my unconscionable
carcass.     There they stood in lines with  solemn and
reproachful faces—oxen and calves, sheep and lambs, deer,
hares, rabbits, turkeys, ducks, chickens, pheasants, grouse,
and partridges, down to the larks and sparrows and black-
birds, which I had shot when a boy and made into puddings.
Every one of them had come up to bear witness against
their murderer; out of sea and river had come the trout
and salmon, the soles and turbots, the ling and cod, the
whiting and mackerel, the smelts and whitebait, the oysters,
the crabs, the lobsters, the shrimps. They seemed literally
to be in millions, and I had eaten them all.   I talked of
wages. These had been my wages. At this enormous cost
had my existence been maintained.   A stag spoke for the
rest.    'We all1, he said,  'were sacrificed  to  keep  this
cormorant in being, and to enable him to produce the
miserable bits of printed paper which are all that he has to
show for himself.  Our lives were dear to us.   In meadow
and wood, in air and water, we wandered harmless and
innocent, enjoying the pleasant sunlight, the light of heaven
and the sparkling waves; we were not worth much; we
have no pretensions to high qualities.   If the person who

